JOAN    OF    ARC
It was one of the few flawlessly happy days of Joan's
brief life. The doubters and the long-winded obstructors
had been left behind and a bare thirty miles up the Loire
lay the enemy. A few more hours and God would begin
the redemption of France through His servant as He
had promised . . . nobody had yet told her that her
superiors had decided after all not to risk the brave
host, her "men of goodwill55 tramping at her side with
their faces lifted to the spring breeze, in an engagement
with the terrible Godons.